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Dov Dov and the Last Coin 


Onidmconteezram Ganon don tle 
Dov Dov and Yossi were trying to persuade 
Ezra not to climb over the fence. 
“Are you afraid?” Ezra challenged them. 
“It’s got a ‘Danger’ sign,” said Yossi, “and 





ig 


‘Keep Out.’ ” 

The boys passed the construction site every day on their way 
home from school. There was a tall iron fence surrounding the 
lot. Behind it was a half-finished building with boarded-up 
windows and a sagging roof. 

“Let’s just explore the ground,” Ezra pleaded, beginning to 
climb the fence. 

“Hey, Ezra,” Dov Dov called, “did I show you the latest coin 
in my collection?” Dov Dov collected objects like squirrels 
collect nuts. 

Ezra’s curiosity pulled him away from the fence. 

Dov Dov showed the boys his new penny. 

“How much is it worth, Dov Dov?” Ezra asked. 

“It’s a genuine 1909-S penny and it’s worth fifty dollars.” 

“Wow!” Both boys were impressed. 

They knew that Dov Dov got his coin collection from his 
Zaidy. Every day, after school, Dov Dov visited his Zaidy, and 
every day Zaidy gave him one coin from his collection to keep. 

“Someday,” Zaidy told him, “the whole collection will be 
yours.” 
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Dov Dov often wondered why Zaidy didn’t give him the 
whole collection at one time, instead of one coin each time he 
came to visit. But when he asked Zaidy the question, Zaidy just 
smiled and said, “Someday I will answer your question.” 

“How many more coins does your Zaidy have?” Ezra asked. 

“I don’t know,” Dov Dov answered. He was glad he had 
distracted Ezra from climbing over the fence. 

He discussed it with Zaidy that afternoon. 

“Why does Ezra keep doing stuff like that, Zaidy?” 

Zaidy sighed. “Sometimes children like to show off how 
brave they are. They think that by doing something dangerous 
they are brave.” 

Zaidy put a sugar cube in his mouth and sipped his hot tea. 
“Now, tell me about school, Dov Dov.” 

Dov Dov looked at Zaidy. His white hair was thinning under 
his black velvet yarmulka, and the lines near his eyes were 
deep. 

Dov Dov enjoyed his visits with Zaidy every day. He felt the 
blast of heat that hissed from the radiator. 

“We're having a siyum tomorrow. We finished Chumash 
Shmos and I’m bringing in the popcorn and soda.” 

Zaidy listened carefully as Dov Dov chattered on. Zaidy was 
warm and kind and had all the time in the world for him. 

“Zaidy, now you tell me about when you were a little boy!” 

Zaidy chuckled. He enjoyed telling Dov Dov stories of his 
youth on Morton Street in the Williamsburg section of 
Brooklyn. 

“Which story shall I tell you today?” Zaidy pushed his 
wire-rimmed glasses up his nose. 

“The one about the tefillin .” 
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Zaidy nodded and stared out the kitchen window as if he 
were glimpsing into the past. 

“Ah . . . yes .. little Itche Meir. We both turned bar mitzvah at 
the same time. My, what a big feast my parents made for me in 
our home on 92 Morton Street. Kichlach and herring and 
kishka and shnapps and homemade cakes piled high like 
mountains. 

“But poor little Itche Meir! He had no family. He lived with 
neighbors who were very poor. He had no party, no new suit, 
no new shoes .. .” 

“And no tefillin!” Dov Dov interrupted. 

“That’s right!” Zaidy said with a sigh. “Itche Meir cried to me. 
My heart went out to him.” 

He stopped and shook his head slowly. Dov Dov waited. 

“I wished so much that I could help him. But what could a 
young boy like me do? We were not rich people. My Tatty was 
a rebbe and with seven of us there was little extra to spare. 

“But then I remembered my most prized possession.” 

“Your watch!” Dov Dov shouted. 

“That’s right! I had bought it that same year for myself by 
doing odd jobs around the neighborhood. My gold watch.” 

“You sold it!” Dov Dov said proudly. “To buy Itche Meir a 
pair of tefillin.” 

mYCS a 

“Were you sad, Zaidy, that you gave up your gold watch?” 

“To tell you the truth, Dov Dov, it was a very hard thing for 
me to do. I missed my watch immensely. But now, I can still see 
Itche Meir’s large eyes growing bigger and bigger, and his smile 
deeper and deeper, after I handed him those tefillin. He had 
tears in his eyes. I’ll never forget that look on his face. 
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“It was many years ago. The watch would be gone by now, 
but that look on his face will stay with me forever.” 

Dov Dov soaked in Zaidy’s warmth. He forgot about 
everything but his Zaidy’s kind face. 

“You'd better be getting along, Dov Dov,” Zaidy said. “It will 
be getting dark soon.” 

Dov Dov stood up reluctantly. 

“Wait, Dov Dov,” Zaidy called. He reached into his pocket 
and took out a coin. “I want to give you this quarter from my 
collection.” 

Dov Dov looked at Zaidy with his clear brown eyes. 

“Thank you, Zaidy.” 

“Dov Dov,” Zaidy began slowly, “this quarter is the last coin 
of my collection.” : 

“You mean, Zaidy, you’ve given me your whole coin 
collection?” 

“That’s right.” 

“Thank you, Zaidy,” Dov Dov repeated. “I really like your 
coin collection a lot. | have so many coins now thanks to you.” 

He hesitated. “Zaidy, can I ask you a question?” 

Poureas 

Dov Dov spoke shyly. “If you were planning to give me your 
whole coin collection anyway, why didn’t you just give it to me 
all at one time?” 

Zaidy had a funny look on his face. “Tomorrow, you come 
for your visit and I'll tell you, OK?” 

“OK, Zaidy. Bye.” 

The next day Dov Dov showed Ezra his quarter. Yossi had 
left school early for a doctor’s appointment and Dov Dov and 
Ezra were walking home together. 
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“Hey, that’s real neat, Dov Dov,” said Ezra. “Are you still 
going to keep visiting your Zaidy now every day?” 

“Sure! Why shouldn’t I? I like seeing Zaidy.” 

They were passing the construction site again. “C’mon, Dov 
Dov,” said Ezra. “Once and for all, let’s climb over the fence.” 
His straw-colored hair stood up in unexpected places. 

Dov Dov squirmed. He could feel the rough wind that blew 
hard against him. 

“Well, I’m going,” Ezra announced firmly. And before Dov 
Dov could utter a sound Ezra was climbing over the tall iron 
fence. Dov Dov’s face turned a mushroom color as he saw Ezra 
jump down on the other side. 

An odd choking sound came from Dov Dov as the world 
seemed to freeze. He swallowed a lump in his throat. 

“Hey, Dov Dov,” Ezra called, running on the other side 
of the fence, “you should see all this .. .” His voice grew 
fainter. 

Suddenly, it seemed to Dov Dov that Ezra disappeared. 
First, he was there. Then, he wasn’t. 

“Ezra,” Dov Dov whispered, horrified. “where are you?” 
Dov Dov moved closer to the fence and thought he heard a 
kind of whimpering. 

“Ezra,” Dov Dov yelled loudly, “where are you?” 

“Pm down here!” Ezra was crying. 

Dov Dov turned his head from side to side and squinted into 
the distance. 

“T fell into a hole. It’s deep. I’m scared!” 

Dov Dov couldn’t see Ezra but he could tell from which 
direction his voice was coming. 

“Are you hurt?” 
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“I... [think I broke my foot. It hurts. ’'m scared, Dov Dov. 
Please, don’t leave me.” 

Dov Dov tried not to panic. He gazed down the long empty 
street. No one was in sight. He had to get help fast. But what 
should he do? 

If he ran all the way home he could probably be back with 
help in less than thirty minutes. But Ezra was scared. He 
couldn’t leave him. He could hear Ezra’s soft whimpering. 

Dov Dov turned his head and saw a public telephone booth 
across the street. Great! Now, all he had to do was call home 
and his mother would send help. 

Dov Dov ran to the booth. He fumbled in his pocket for some 
change and took out a coin. He looked at it for a long time. It 
was the quarter Zaidy had given him. The last coin of the 
collection. 

He wouldn’t use this coin. No way! 

Dov Dov frantically searched his jacket pockets. No money. 
This quarter was the only coin he had. 

Dov Dov looked down the road. He didn’t really have to use 
the coin. Maybe he could run home and be back in twenty 
minutes. 

He looked at the quarter again. He looked back towards 
Ezra. Back at the quarter. He could see Zaidy’s face with his soft 
gentle eyes smiling at him. Zaidy, who loved every Yid. Zaidy, 
who as a young boy gave away his gold watch so that another 
young boy could buy tefillin. 

Dov Dov wet his lips and took a deep breath as if he were 
about to jump into a pool of water. He took one last look at the 
coin and dropped it through the slot. 

“Hello!” 
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“Mommy, this is Dov Dov. I’m at the corner of Old Court 
Road. Ezra fell into a hole and he’s hurt.” 

“TIl be right there with help, Dov Dov. Stay with Ezra.” 

Dov Dov’s heart beat quickly as he waited with Ezra. 

“Help is coming, Ezra. Don’t be afraid. They’ll be here soon.” 

Ezra continued crying but his sobs were more controlled and 
quieter. 

“Don’t go away, Dov Dov,” Ezra hiccupped. 

“I'm not, Ezra. I’m staying with you till they come. Are you 
cold?” 

“No, I’m just scared.” 

Within a few minutes a patrol car sped towards him, its tires 

screeching. His mother followed. 

Dov Dov ran into his mother’s’ arms. He was limp and 
exhausted as if he had been running for miles. 

“It’s all right, Dov Dov. Ezra will be fine.” 

Now that the responsibility was off Dov Dov’s shoulders, he 
felt relief wash over him like a cool shower on a hot summer 
day. 

He suddenly had a strong desire to see Zaidy. 

“TI drive you there,” his mother offered. 

Dov Dov ran into Zaidy’s arms. Zaidy reached his arms 
around him and drew him close. Dov Dov could feel the rough 
wool sweater against his cheek and was aware of a soapy, clean 
smell. 

He took a deep breath, filling himself with Zaidy’s warmth. In 
short, quick breaths he told Zaidy what happened. 

“It was your quarter, Zaidy. Your last coin in the collection 

5. worth:so much ... ands. s sands 

“And wisely spent,” Zaidy added. 
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eB iteZaidyeaae 

“Listen, Dov Dov. It’s time I answered your question that’s 
been bothering you for a long time.” 

They went into the living room and sat on the couch. 

Zaidy sat for a long time without speaking and nodded his 
head slowly. Dov Dov was beginning to think that Zaidy forgot 
about him when Zaidy’s words surprised him. 

“The snake got an easy punishment, didn’t he?” 

The snake? What snake? What was Zaidy talking about? 

“When Hashem punished Adam and Chava (Eve) for eating 
from the tree their punishment seemed severe and hard. They 
would have to work hard, very hard, for all their needs. 

“But the nachash, the snake. Ah. . . it would eat earth all its 
life. And earth is everywhere. And so the snake has its food 
wherever it goes. It doesn’t have to worry about its next meal. 
It’s always there.” 

“It’s lucky,” Dov Dov said. 

“Is it?” Zaidy ran his fingers through his grey beard. “Why do 
you think Hashem wanted Adam and Chava to worry about 
their needs?” 

“I don’t know.” 

“Who do you go to when you need money for school or help 
with your homework?” 

“My parents.” 

“Right!” said Zaidy excitedly, “Because they supply you with 
your needs. Hashem wanted Adam and Chava to constantly 
turn to Him for all their needs, because He loves them. 

“He wants us to turn to Him every day for whatever we want 
because in that way we are close to Hashem, and that is what 
Hashem wants from us, to be close to Him. 
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“But the nachash ... Hashem despises the nachash and 
does not want to be close to it so He gives it all its needs and the 
nachash never needs to turn to Hashem.” 

Zaidy lowered his voice with meaning, and said slowly, with 
emphasis, “That is the worst punishment that could ever be . . . 
to be far from Hashem.” 

He stopped and turned to Dov Dov with a look of affection. 
“When someone loves someone,” he said gently, “he wants to 
be close to him, to see him every day, to hear his voice, to build 
a lasting relationship.” 

Pieces like a jigsaw puzzle were forming in Dov Dov’s mind 
into a clear picture. 

“Zaidy, is that why you gave me your coins one at a time? So 
that I would visit you every day?” 

“Tell me, Dov Dov,” Zaidy asked. “If 1 would have given you 
my whole collection at one time, would you have stopped to 
see me after school every day?” 

Dov Dov thought for a minute. “In the beginning I probably 
wouldn’t have,” he admitted, “but after a while I liked com- 
ing to see you every day. I would miss you more if | didn’t 
come.” 

“Dov Dov,” Zaidy said, “you know, love is like a tree. It has 
many branches. 

“I gave you one coin each time you came because I wanted 
to see you more often because of my love for you. 

“And you showed your love to another Yid, by your concern 
and caring for him, by giving up something that meant a lot to 
you. 

“You put that quarter to the best use it could possibly have. 
I'm proud of you.” 
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Dov Dov’s face broke into a radiant smile. “I’m like you, 
Zaidy.” 

Zaidy stood up abruptly. “You know what I’m suddenly in 
the mood for?” 

“What?” 

“I'm in the mood to go down to the King’s Delight and geta 
jelly doughnut and hot cocoa.” 

Dov Dov jumped up. “Me, too.” 

He helped Zaidy put on his overcoat. 

“You know, Zaidy,” Dov Dov said, his eyes shining like stars, 
“We even have the same tastes.” 

Zaidy’s eyes twinkled merrily. “I believe you're right, Dov 
Dov, I believe you’re right!” 
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Romania Sponga 


other three girls were waiting patiently in the 
kitchen for their lunch. 

“Mommy, here it is!” called four-year-old Chaya Leeba, her 
brown puppy eyes sparkling. “You left it by the telephone when 
you were speaking to the lady from the G’mach.” 

“Oh, thank you, zeeskeit.” Mrs. Klein washed the pacifier 
and picked up two-week-old Shira Pesha. 

“Can we have lunch now?” asked three-year-old Sara Gitty, 
her blond curls falling into her face. 

Mrs. Klein sighed. She rushed to the refrigerator and 
prepared the children’s meal. 

‘Here we are,” said Mrs. Klein, as she handed each child a 
tuna fish sandwich. “One for Chaya Leeba ... one for Sara 
Gitty .. . and one for Malky.” 

“You forgot YOU!” insisted Chaya Leeba. 

“Oh, that’s right!’ Mrs. Klein laughed. 

Life in Eretz Yisroel was busy and with four little ones to take 
care of, Mrs. Klein often forgot about her own needs. 





Rrrrrring! 

“Hello! Mommy, it’s for you. It’s a lady and she says do you 
needeanyeer« 

Mrs. Klein took the phone. 

“Hello.” 
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“Hello. This is Mrs. Jacobson from the Ahavas Chesed 
G’mach. Could you use a cleaning woman to help you?” 

Could she? Mrs. Klein was impressed with all the G’mach 
funds there were. 

These were different Gemilas Chesed (G’mach) Jewish 
groups who offered free services. Whether it was a money loan 
or a fund to lend out cribs or toys or medical supplies, there 
seemed to be a G’mach for everything. 

Yidin were always anxious to help other Yidin and Mrs. 
Klein appreciated the many free services Eretz Yisrael had to 
offer. 

First, there was the free babysitting G’mach. “Thank you,” 
Mrs. Klein had told them. “I could really use a babysitter a 
couple of hours a day.” 

And so it was arranged. Every morning, the G’mach sent a 
young girl to Mrs. Klein’s house. The girl usually took the 
children out to the park while Mrs. Klein rested. 

Another G’mach sent them free meals every night. 

“You just had a baby,” the woman from the G’mach 
convinced her. “You need your rest. Please, let us send you 
meals for two weeks till you get back on your feet.” 

At first, Mrs. Klein didn’t want to take it. 

“T feel funny about it,” she told her husband, Heshel. “I don’t 
really like to take things from people.” 

But Heshel thought it was a good idea. “You can use the 
rest. And I'll feel more at ease in the yeshivah knowing you’re 
being taken care of.” 

And so, every day for the past two weeks, Mrs. Klein’s 
babysitter showed up, and every day, and the family sat down 
to a nourishing, wholesome, tasty supper. 
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Mrs. Klein thought of all this now as she listened to the 
woman on the phone. 

“Please, let us send you a woman once a week to help in the 
apartment.” 

She could use a cleaning woman, Mrs. Klein thought. It 
would make life much easier, till Shira Pesha was a little older 
and she had more of her strength back. 

But Mrs. Klein hesitated. Maybe someone else could use a 
cleaning woman more than she? 

“I don’t think so,” she said, “but thank you very much. | 
really appreciate your kindness and chesed.” 

The woman understood Mrs. Klein’s reluctance. “You’d be 
doing us a favor. This is a Gemilas Chesed agency. It’s a big 
mitzvah for us to be doing this, for one Jew to help another. 
Please don’t feel bad about taking our help.” 

Mrs. Klein said she’d have to think about it and thanked the 
woman again. 

“What did she want, Mommy?” asked Sara Gitty as she spun 
around, her arms held wide. 

“She wants to send us a woman to help clean the 
apartment.” 

Sara Gitty climbed up on the kitchen stool, sat down 
and planted her elbows on the counter. “I'll help you,” she 
said. 

“Me, too,” echoed Chaya Leeba. 

Two-year-old Malky’s face broke into a grin. “Me, too,” she 
shouted and lifted her hands, spilling her cup of milk down her 
dress. 

That evening, Mrs. Klein discussed the new help with 
Heshel. 
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“I think it’s a good idea,” he said, “but it’s up to you.” 

The next morning Mrs. Klein was in middle of sorting 
socks when the bell rang and there was a loud knocking on the 
door. 

“I'm coming,” she called. The knocking grew louder. Mrs. 
Klein opened the door. There stood a tall woman wearing a 
long red coat and shiny black boots. 

She stomped her feet and tiny clods of dirt loosened from her 
boots. 

“Can I help you?” Mrs. Klein asked. The woman banged her 
fist to her heart and said, “Romania!” in a loud, thunderous 
voice. Then she pointed to the floor. “Sponga!” 

Mrs. Klein was bewildered. Was this woman’s name Roma- 
nia or did she come from Romania? And why did she want a 
sponga? 

“Romania!” the woman repeated. Again, she pointed to the 
floor. “Sponga!” 

“Oh!” Mrs. Klein thought she understood. “Are you the 
woman the G’mach sent?” 

The woman nodded vigorously. “Ya! Romania, sponga.” 

“Oh, you want to sponga the floor. Please come in.” 

The woman held her head high and barged in, like an actress 
in a play. 

Mrs. Klein was surprised. She hadn’t really agreed to have a 
cleaning woman come. 

“I guess the agency really wants to help,” Mrs. Klein thought. 

The woman threw off her coat and headed for the kitchen 
like a moth to a spotlight. She moved in a frenzy, cleaning and 
scrubbing. She swept the kitchen, scoured the stove, and 
scrubbed the walls. 


5) 
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“Would you like something to eat?” Mrs. Klein asked. 

The woman didn’t look up. “Sponga. Sponga,” she mur- 
mured, as her hands moved quickly up and down. 

She poured sudsy ammonia into a bucket and filled it with 
hot water. White bubbles foamed near the top. She spilled the 
water onto the floor. Then she reached for the sponga and 
plunged it down. 

“Oh, my!” thought Mrs. Klein. “What a hard worker. The 
G’mach certainly knows how to choose their women.” 

Steam rose from the kettle as Mrs. Klein moved gingerly 
about trying to keep out of the way. 

After two dizzying hours, Mrs. Klein said with a smile, 
“Thank you, but you’ve done enough. | really appreciate it. 
You don’t have to do anymore.” 

The woman stopped abruptly. She reached for her coat and 
faced Mrs. Klein with her hand outstretched. “Money!” 

The smile on Mrs. Klein’s face changed from sunny to cloudy 
with a chance of rain. “What?” she said. 

“Money!” the woman repeated. “Money. Sponga.” Again 
she pointed to the floor and this time there was no mistaking 
what she meant. 

“No, no,” Mrs. Klein tried to explain. “I don’t pay you. The 
G’mach will pay you.” 

MONEY 

Mrs. Klein fidgeted. She didn’t know what to do. “I don’t 
have any money,” she said patiently. “You need to go to the 
agency. They will pay you.” 

The woman glared at her. “Money!” she demanded anarily. 

Was that the only word she knew? 

“What am I going to do?” wondered Mrs. Klein. Her face was 
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white and colorless as a winter sky. 

“Wait,” she said. She quickly went to the phone and called 
the G’mach. 

“Hello! Ahavas Chesed G’mach Fund. May I help you?” 

“Yes,” said Mrs. Klein. “Is this Mrs. Jacobson?” 

M\Vecwmilsicu 

“I spoke to you yesterday about sending me a cleaning 
woman.” 

“Oh, yes,” said Mrs. Jacobson. “Have you changed your 
mind?” 

“No, I haven’t changed my mind,” said Mrs. Klein. “Well, 
actually [have . . . what I mean is, the woman you sent is here. 
And she wants me to pay her. She really did a good job 
cleaning but I didn’t expect to have to pay her. I have no 
money. What should I do?” 

There was a long pause on the other end. Finally, Mrs. 
Jacobson spoke. “There seems to be some confusion here. We 
didn’t send you any woman.” 

Mrs. Klein looked up and stared at the tall woman in the red 
coat. “You didn’t?” 

“No,” said Mrs. Jacobson. “We wouldn’t send you someone 
without your approval first.” 

“Well, then, who is this woman standing here?” 

“TI don’t know,” said Mrs. Jacobson. 

Mrs. Klein hung up the phone feeling slightly dizzy. If this 
woman wasn’t sent here from the G’mach .. . then where did 
she come from? 

“Who told you to come here?” Mrs. Klein asked. 

The woman nodded her head and repeated for the fifth time, 
“Money.” 
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She doesn’t understand English, Mrs. Klein remembered. 
“[’m going to have to pay her.” 

“Wait,” she said. 

She left the apartment and knocked on her neighbor’s doors. 

Soon a collection was made in the building and Mrs. Klein 
returned to her apartment with forty shekalim, followed by the 
curious, friendly neighbors. 

Heshel came in the door and was confronted by his wife, a 
screaming baby, and a dozen women explaining in Hebrew and 
English what had happened. 

Heshel rubbed his hand across his chin and cheeks. 

Meanwhile, the cleaning woman took her money, grabbed 
her coat and left. 

Mrs. Klein watched the woman as she rounded the corner of 
the hall and disappeared from sight. “Who was she?” she 
wondered. 

“Look, Mommy,” called Chaya Leeba from the window. 
“There’s Romania Sponga. She’s knocking on Mrs. Lando’s 
door. 

“Why, she must be knocking on anyone’s door looking for 
work,” said Heshel. 

“Mommy, telephone!” yelled Sara Gitty. 

Mrs. Klein took the receiver. 

sEiciloes 

“Hello. This is Mrs. Adler from the cleaning G’mach. We 
have a cleaning woman we’d like to send you. She can come 
this afternoon, if you want.” 

Mrs. Klein sighed softly. “Thank you, but my house is very 
clean and I’ve had my fill of cleaning women for a long time!” 


y) 
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The Substitute 


knew this day was going to be different. The 
familiar smell of chalk and glue filled the 
classroom. Colorful pictures and signs deco- 
| i) rated the walls. It seemed like an ordinary day, 
but as soon as the substitute teacher walked into the classroom, 
I could tell it was going to be different. 

The boys stared at the solitary figure at the head of the class. 

At first, the class remained silent, waiting, as if testing to see 
if the new teacher deserved their attention. 

I felt jittery and nervous for her and for myself. Somewhere, 
a crow screeched and another chattered an answer. 

The new teacher clasped her hands together and cleared 
her throat several times. She peered intently at her clasped 
hands. When she looked up her face looked scared and 
worried. 

“Class!” The word came out in squeak. 

A few boys snickered. She rapped her desk with a pencil but 
no one paid attention. 

She cleared her throat again. “Class!” she repeated. “I’m 
your substitute till your teacher comes back. I’m sure we'll get 
along just fine.” 

“Psst, psst,” I heard someone call my name. “She looks 
younger than my sister. Let's have some fun.” 
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The boys started moving their desks backwards, slowly, 
slowly, farther and farther back, till all the desks were piled 
against the back wall of the room. The teacher looked puzzled. 
Someone snickered. 

“Is there anything funny that I should know about?” 

“IT don’t know,” yelled out one boy. “Is there?” 

The teacher looked at him with a bewildered expression. 
“You may leave the room.” 

“Me! What did I do?” 

The teacher looked hurt. “I’m going to ignore this,” she said. 
“Open your math books, please!” 

She turned around to write on the blackboard. Spit balls 
began to fly across the room. Zip-Flip — one hit the blackboard. 
The teacher turned around. Her face was red and angry. 

“Who’s responsible for this?” Her face was strained and 
hollow. There was silence. “I asked, who is responsible for 
this?” 

The silence was so thick, you could cut it with a knife. The 
teacher took a deep breath. “If there is any more trouble, I’m 
going to call in the principal.” 

I looked down into my books. I was beginning to feel 
ashamed. “I wish our old math teacher was back,” | thought. | 
didn’t enjoy this teasing and mischief. 

I looked around the room. Everyone was smirking, or trying 
to hide his laughter behind his hands. 

The new boy was looking down at his desk. He hadn’t 
looked up once. “He doesn’t seem to be enjoying this either,” I 
thought. “He’s so shy. I'll speak to him recess time, and try to 
make friends with him. I remember what I felt like when I was 
the new kid in class.” 
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I looked at the large red and white clock hanging over the 
froma OCT l| Oumene ll / eel 1S; 

Time seemed to tick by so slowly. Recess was ages away. | 
sighed deeply and looked out the side window overlooking the 
playground. The basketball court looked inviting. 

Fluffy, white clouds sailed lazily across the sky. | wished it 
were blazing summer now and | was in the cool refresh- 
ing woods where wildflowers bloomed and | could watch the 
deer and raccoons. I’d go wading in the creek and feed the 
ducks. I began to doodle on my paper, drawing large trees by a 
river. 

Suddenly, I jerked upright and was jolted out of my 
daydream back to the classroom when | heard the subsitute 
yell. 

What happened now? 

The teacher glared at the class boy by boy. A wave of 
snickers swept across the room like ripples in an ocean. The 
new boy had his head in his arms. He clearly was not enjoying 
this. Neither was I. 

The teacher’s mouth began to quiver. Every trace of color 
drained from her face. She spoke out fiercely. “Sit down!” 

Since we were already sitting, the class found it even 
more amusing. Laughter rang in my ears. It seemed that the 
new boy and I were the only two who were not enjoying 
ourselves. 

Boy! I was sure glad it wasn’t me up there. It must be awful 
standing in front of a classroom, not having kids listen to you 
and making trouble. 

The afternoon hours seemed to drag. The room was hot and 
stuffy. 
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“Can we open a window? It’s so hot in here.” 

The teacher agreed. She walked over to the large window 
frame. She tried to open the window, but it was stuck. She 
pulled harder. Nothing happened. She pulled harder . 
harder ... Suddenly the window gave way and the teacher 
staggered back and fell flat against the blackboard. 

The boys roared. The teacher’s face turned white. She 
looked like she wanted to cry. She didn’t speak. Her lips qui- 
vered. She stumbled to her feet, took one last look at the class 
and ran out of the room, the door banging shut behind her. 

The room rocked with horrified silence. It settled over us like 
a cloud over a mountain. The boys sat like carved statues. Then 
everyone started talking at once. 

“Boy, are we in for trouble!” 

“Tt was her fault.” 

p Nowitiwasn te? 

mY comitewase 

Noise and commotion filled the room. Each boy had 
something to say. I approached the new boy. It was only a 
matter of minutes before the principal would come. 

Elie lecaice 

The new boy lifted his face, his eyes puffy and red. His spirit 
flamed into his eyes. “You’re mean,” he hissed. 

I was startled. “I’m sorry. We didn’t mean any harm. Really! 
It was just a bunch of fun, kind of a joke. We didn’t realize how 
far we’d gone, how much we had hurt her. Anyway, you 
probably will never see her again. She won’t show her face here 
anymore; that’s for sure!” 

The boy looked at me with an intensity that tore right through 
me. I shrank back. 


30 / Dov Dov and the Last Coin and Other Stories 





The Substitute / 31 


“Don’t worry,” I said. “Forget about it. It’s over. Anyway, 
why do you care about it so much? It’s not your problem.” 

Anger and hurt flashed through the boy’s eyes like a blazing 
fire. His body shook with sobs. “She’s my mother!” 
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Too Many Dragons 


7 \he snow lay down a thin white film on the 
| glassy ice. Shoshi watched her friends skating 
| on the frozen lake. The winter lay ahead of her 
| like a thick milkshake. 
we! §=Shoshi watched Rena pick up speed. Then 
Rena slid and skidded, lost her balance, and fell with a thump 
on the hard ice. 

“Come on, Shoshi!” Tzippy shouted. “Why don’t you join 
us?” Suddenly, Shoshi felt the milkshake turn into sour onion 
soup. 

“No, I can’t,” she announced. 

“Why not?” asked Rena. “You're always saying ‘no’ to 
everything. Are you scared or something?” 

Scared? How could she explain to them how scared she was? 
What if the ice cracked? What if she fell and broke her leg? 

“T have a babysitting job,” she exclaimed. 

“You're always babysitting,” Tzippy said. 

Shoshi enjoyed babysitting, but she had to admit that it was a 
good excuse to keep her from doing all the other things that she 
was scared of, like riding bicycles, ice-skating, and even 
swimming. 

All of her friends were good swimmers, but Shoshi still 
wouldn’t dare try to learn. What if she lost her balance, and no 
one would notice that she was drowning? Oh, no, it was too 
risky. 
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“T really have to go,” she insisted. But she didn’t move. 

Out of the corner of her eye, she could see a large dog 
approaching. Shoshi held her breath and stared with horror. 
The other girls turned to see what she was looking at. 

“Are you still afraid of dogs?” Tzippy teased. 

“Me, afraid of dogs? Are you kidding? Ha!” Shoshi laughed. 

“Well,” said Rena, “what about the time you fell in a mud 
puddle running away from a friendly little poodle?” 

Shoshi remembered it well. Her face turned red. It hadn’t 
seemed like a friendly poodle then. It came charging at her, 
barking ferociously, its jagged teeth shining like a knife. Shoshi 
shuddered at the thought. 

“Oh, I was only in first grade then,” she said, toying with one 
of her curls. : 

But, as the huge dog started towards her at a fast trot, Shoshi 
fought down the impulse to run. She took a deep breath and 
pasted a smile on her face. 

“He’s a cute dog,” she stammered as the dog was near- 
ing her. She stiffened, clenching her hands until her knuckles 
went white. She was shaking so hard, her teeth were 
chattering. 

“I'm freezing,” she finally said. Her voice squeaked and 
wobbled. The dog gave a final sniff and ran off. Shoshi sucked 
in a huge breath and let it out slowly. Her heart was pounding 
so hard, it felt it might jump out of her body. 

“You know something?” Rena said. “I am terribly afraid of 
heights.” 

“You are?” Shoshi was amazed that Rena was admitting it. 
She would never admit to being afraid of anything. It seemed so 

250°. 2). Dabyish: 
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But here was Rena, the most popular girl in the class, actually 
stating her fear. 

“I sure am,” said Rena. “Last summer my friends went 
mountain climbing on Mount Redwood. I got as far as the first 
hill. Then I got so dizzy from fear that I had to sit down and rest 
while they all went on. I felt like a fool.” 

Shoshi looked at Rena with wonder. She had always thought 
of her friends just in terms of whether they were fun to be with. 
But now she saw them as unique individuals, with their own 
problems and feelings. She saw that other people also had fears 
sometimes. She wasn’t the only one. 

“IT guess everyone has her own dragons to kill,” Rena said. 

“What do you mean?” Shoshi asked. 

“T once read that everyone has his own dragon to kill. Maybe 
mine is heights.” 

Shoshi thought about that. Her fear was sort of like a dragon 
with red eyes and a scaly tail and breath that seared her mind 
with fire. It sat lurking in her heart ready to pounce at her any 
time. 

Maybe mine is dogs, thought Shoshi. Or water, or thunder- 
storms or big waves at the beach or . . . She seemed to have so 
many dragons to kill. 

A light wind whirled the snow into clouds and stung her 
cheeks. “I'd better get to my job,” she said. “Bye.” 

Shoshi put her hands into her pockets and walked on. 

Rivka Perel was waiting for her at the front door. 

“Hi!” she yelled excitedly. She was waving so hard, her arm 
looked like a windshield wiper. 

“Hi, Rivka Perel,” Shoshi smiled. Rivka Perel was a short 
freckled girl with a quick grin. Shoshi liked Rivka Perel. Rivka 
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Perel thought Shoshi was the smartest, greatest big girl she 
knew. It was nice to have someone look up to her, even if it was 
only a lively little five-year-old. 

Rivka Perel’s parents left, leaving her instructions and a 
telephone number where they could be reached. 

“There is a slight possibility we might be delayed because 
of the snow,” Rivka Perel’s mother said. “I spoke to your 
parents. They said it will be all right with them if you want to 
sleep over.” 

“OK,” Shoshi said. She didn’t really want to sleep over. It 
would be in a strange bed, and she liked her familiar bed, in her 
familiar safe home. 

“I don’t mind,” she said. 

“What do you want to play?” Rivka Perel said as soon as her 
parents left. 

“Let’s play ‘slide and climb.’ ” The girls settled down on the 
living room floor and played one game after another, munching 
on popcorn and drinking juice. Rivka Perel chattered on and 
on, slowing down at times like a toy that needed winding. 

The twilight was throwing shadows across the silent snow. 
Soon it would be dark. Shoshi could see the bright white flakes 
illuminated by the soft glow of the street light. She stood up to 
turn on the light. CRACK! There was a quick spark and then it 
was dark and quiet. 

“What happened?” Rivka Perel asked. 

“T don’t know.” 

Shoshi walked around the house turning on the lights. None 
worked. The refrigerator was off too. So was the kitchen light 
and the bedroom light. The electric clock stopped too. 

It was getting darker and darker, and cold too. Shoshi 
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suddenly realized there was no heat. Without electricity the 
furnace would not be working. 

“I must not panic,” she kept repeating. “I’ve got to keep my 
head on straight.” The increasing wind rattled in the chimney. 
Shoshi tried the phone, but for some reason it was not working 
either. 

“I'm not scared,” Rivka Perel exclaimed, “’cause you’re 
here.” She smiled innocently at Shoshi. Shoshi smiled back 
shakily. 

Rivka Perel had trust in her. Shoshi couldn’t let her know that 
what she feared most in the whole world was the darkness. 
Anything could happen in the dark. The dark was full of 
unexplained noises. 

Rivka Perel placed her smali hand in Shoshi’s larger one. By 
mutual consent, the two girls huddled together in the corner. 

Night was falling. The thick darkness descended on Shoshi 
and her terror of the dark came flooding over her as if someone 
had thrown a blanket over her head. 

She could smell a chilly dampness in the air, mixed with old 
furniture wax. 

CRUNCH! SQUEAK! What was that scratching sound behind 
the closet door? Maybe it was a mouse! Shoshi was terrified of ' 
mice. What if it crept across the floor in the darkness and came 
to her? The more Shoshi thought about it the more hysterical 
she was becoming. She could practically touch her fear. It was 
alive and breathing and it was hiding in the closet. 

“Tm scared,” Rivka Perel whimpered. She was shivering and 
fighting not to cry. 

Shoshi put her arm around Rivka Perel’s shoulders and felt 
the small body shivering. She placed her jacket over the little Girl 
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and held her in her arms. Rivka Perel needed and trusted her. 
Shoshi had to confront her own fear created by her imagination. 
She had to be brave for Rivka Perel’s sake. Whatever it was that 
was scaring her might be threatening but it probably wasn’t 
dangerous. 

“Don’t be scared,” Shoshi spoke soothingly. 

“But I’m afraid of the dark!” Rivka Perel was crying now and 
her small body was shaking with her sobs. “What if something 
happens to us in the dark?” 

“Nothing is going to happen.” Shoshi spoke with determina- 
tion. “Hashem takes care of everyone, whether it is dark or 
light. Hashem is in the dark, as well as in the light. There is no 
difference. Hashem is everywhere and Hashem can do 
anything!” 

“Even take care of us in the dark?” Rivka Perel asked. 

“Of course! Hashem is the One Who makes the dark and He 
can take it away. If we trust Hashem we don't have to be afraid 
of anything.” 

Words Shoshi had heard so many times were flashing 
through her head, like a tape on fast forward. 

She now felt Rivka Perel’s small body relaxing in her arms. To 
her astonishment, she was also relaxed and no longer afraid. 

Suddenly, without warning, the lights went back on. The 
hum of the refrigerator and other electrical appliances filled the 
silent house with a welcoming sound. 

Shoshi felt different somehow, lighter in a way. She didn’t 
really know if she had lost her fear, but she did rise above it, 
finding courage within herself. 

Shoshi laughed and hugged Rivka Perel. “You know what?” 
she said. “I think I just killed a dragon.” 
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Fifty-Eight Pairs 


a |t was the happiest day in Reb Zundel Rubin’s 
| 7 | life. Today his only child, Bracha, was getting 
ry | Se pies ss He had dreamed and davened for this 
are day for so long. 

eA He had wished so much that his only child 
would marry a great talmid chacham. And the choson was 
known for his brilliant mind and serious dedication to Torah 
learning. 

Reb Zundel sighed with deep pleasure as he rushed to do all 
the errands on his list. His daughter meant more to him than life 
itself. She was his dream come true. 

Reb Zundel Rubin had come to America as a young boy in 
1940. He had no family and lived with a kind middle-aged 
couple in the Williamsburg section of New York. He attended 
cheder, then went on to learn in the great yeshivos of the East. 

Reb Zundel was known for his tremendous chesed and desire 
to help others. 

“Zundel, you’re a pleasure to be with,” his friends would 
often say. “You always have a smile for everyone and a 
pleasant remark to make.” 

Reb Zundel was humble and sincere and felt it was a special 
honor to sweep the beis midrash floors and put away the 
sefarim. 

When he was 20 years old, Reb Zundel married Rochel, a 
modest, quiet girl who was dedicated to a Torah life as much as 
he was. 
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He worked half a day in a grocery store. The other half, and 
every free moment he had, he continued learning in the 
yeshivah. 

His wife, Rochel, was a true eishes chayil. She taught in the 
Bais Yaakov school and there was always enough to eat. They 
lived peacefully in their small, modest apartment. 

Never did a day pass, though, when the couple did not pour 
out their hearts to the Ribono Shel Olam, begging Him to bless 
them with a child. 

After nearly twenty years, when most people would have 
given up hope, Hashem repaid their devotion with the birth of 
a baby girl. The couple’s simchah was boundless and they 
called their miracle baby Bracha, because she was indeed a 
blessing from Hashem. 

When Bracha entered their ign it was as if a new blessing 
was bestowed on them every day. With her very first words, 
“Tatty” and “Mommy,” to “Torah Tzivah” and “Shema 
Yisrael,” she filled their days with pleasure and purpose. 

Reb Zundel hurried now. He had many errands to take care 
of. First, he had to pick up his suit at the cleaners. 

Reb Zundel passed the Bais Ahava home for Jewish chil- 
dren. A dozen eager faces looked out at him from the windows. 

The children knew Reb Zundel. He often visited them, 
cheering them with his stories and games. 

“Hi, Mr. Rubin,” called one small boy. 

“Hello, Chaim,” Reb Zundel called back. 

“Why are you in such a hurry today, Mr. Rubin?” 

Reb Zundel slowed his fast pace and called loudly, “My 
daughter, Bracha, is getting married today, and I have a list of 
things to take care of before the wedding.” 
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The children nodded and waved. Reb Zundel made a mental 
note. As soon as the week of sheva berachos was over, he 
would visit the children in the home and tell them all the details 
of the wedding. They'd enjoy that. There was so little 
excitement in their lives. 

Reb Zundel picked up his suit at the cleaners. “Mazel Tou, 
Mr. Rubin. You're a lucky man.” 

“Thank you, Chatzkel.” 

Reb Zundel stopped at the hattery. Then he went to the 
sefarim store to buy a gift for his daughter, a leather-bound 
Tehillim. 

Money was flowing like water. Well, what could he do? A 
wedding cost money. But he had tried to keep the expenses 
down. The guest list was small, the meal was simple, and the 
band was good and not expensive. “But ah! The joy that will fill 
the hall. That will be overwhelming,” thought Reb Zundel. 
“The singing and dancing will fill the room so completely that 
every guest will feel it in his heart.” 

What a delightful baby his Bracha had been. She was so 
full of wonder at every new experience, full of constant 
questions. 

“Where does the sun go at night, Tatty?” 

“Mommy, does the wind make the leaves on the trees or do 
the leaves make the wind?” 

Reb Zundel chuckled when he remembered the time Bracha 
had jumped into a large pile of autumn leaves, laughing and 
shouting, and losing her shoes in the soft mountain. 

He remembered her eagerness when she learned to read. 
“Now I can daven like a big girl.” She brought one joy after 
another to her proud parents. 
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Then there was the time they had built a snowman and 
Bracha had named it Snow Yidel. She had dressed it up in an 
old felt hat and put tzitzis on it. The next morning, the weather 
had turned warm and all that was left of the snowman was a 
bundle of clothes in a puddle. 

“Where is my Snow Yidel?” Bracha had cried, “Where did 
he go?” 

Reb Zundel hurried from one place to another now, rushing 
to accomplish all his errands. 

“Hi, Mr. Rubin,” called a boy from the Bais Ahava home. 
Reb Zundel waved again to the smiling boys in the window. 

“When are you going to visit us, Mr. Rubin?” asked another 
boy. 

“Soon, boys, soon,” Reb Zundel answered and hurried on. 

“Have a happy wedding,” shouted a small, dark-haired Girl. 

“Thank you, kinderlach. | will! I will! 

Then to himself, he mumbled, “Let’s see, the next stop will 
be the bank, then I must go to the barber . . .” 

Again his mind wandered to his daughter, Bracha. What a 
treasure Hashem had given them. Bracha was so good and 
kind. In school she was known for her sincere caring and 
concern for everyone. She was the first to offer to help. 

“She’s your daughter, that’s for sure!” people would say. 

When she was ten years old she learned to sew and cook and 
bake. By the time she was twelve she had proven herself to be 
a special girl, intelligent and wise, and with exceptionally good 
midos. 

“Tatty! Mommy! Now that I’m bas mitzvah I know I’m 
responsible for all the mitzvos just like a grown-up. But! want to 
have a special mitzvah that is mine alone.” 
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“What mitzvah would you like to do?” his wife, Rochel, had 
asked. 

Bracha had made up her mind. 

“I want the mitzvah of shmiras halashon to be my special 
mitzvah.” 

And from that day on, no one had ever heard a word of 
lashon hara from Bracha’s mouth. She was known in school by 
her teachers and friends as the girl who never spoke a word of 
lashon hara. 

Bracha had grown from a lovable, sweet baby to a beautiful 
young lady, with midos so fine that her face seemed to shine 
with her goodness. 

“Ribono Shel Olam,” Reb Zundel lifted his eyes upwards and 
whispered, “how can I ever repay You for all the kindness 
You've shown me, for all the chesed You do for me day after 
day? And today, my cup of gratitude is overflowing. You have 
sent me a great talmid chacham to be my future son-in-law. 

“Ribono Shel Olam, | thank You with all my being and heart 
and soul.” 

And Reb Zundel’s joy was so great he felt his heart could 
barely contain such bliss. He felt like a young boy and he 
wanted to dance in the street and sing and shout at the top of 
his lungs. 

Reb Zundel finished all his errands. He was contented and 
satistied. His heart was singing and leaping with emotion. 

Reb Zundel knew that marrying off his daughter was a 
mitzvah. He wanted to make his simchah bigger, more 
meaningful, more beautiful to Hashem. He wanted the whole 
world to be happy with him. 

Reb Zundel knew that whenever one does a mitzvah for 
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Hashem, he should glorify the mitzvah, make the mitzvah more 
beautiful. He knew that a person should try to have a beautiful 
succah, a beautiful Julav, a beautiful shofar, beautiful tzitzis, and 
a beautiful sefer Torah. 

Even when a person gives tzedakah he should try to make 
the mitzvah more beautiful. When he gives food to a hungry 
person he should give him the best and sweetest food. When he 
gives clothes to a needy person, he should give him the best 
and finest clothing he has. 

Reb Zundel frowned in concentration. How could he make 
his simchah, his mitzvah, a more beautiful and meaningful one 
for Hashem? 

As Reb Zundel passed the Bais Ahava Home on his way 
home, he waved to the dozens of children playing in the yard. 

Suddenly, he stopped in his tracks. His mouth opened 
slightly but no sound came out. He stared for a moment into 
space and deep within his joy a plan began to sprout. 

He trembled slightly and rushed to the nearest public 
telephone booth. 

“Hello, Rochel? Listen, something’s come up. I’m going to 
be a little late. No. No. No. Nothing’s wrong. Nothing at all. In 
fact, things couldn’t be better, Baruch Hashem. There’s just 
something I must take care of. It has to do with the simchah 
and I guarantee you, it will make our simchah complete. Yes 

.. yes... I'll rush and be back as soon as | can. OK. 
Goodbye.” 

Reb Zundel began running to Fifth Avenue, where the shops 
would soon be closing. He came to the store he was looking for. 

Inside, the shelves were lined with necklaces, bracelets, 
watches and rings. Reb Zundel made his purchase. The store 
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owner raised his eyes in surprise, but who was he to question a 
good sale? 

“Here you are, sir, thank you.” 

Reb Zundel grabbed the package and began running in the 
direction of the Children’s Home. 

“Hi, Mr. Rubin.” Several children gathered around him as he 
entered the old building. 

“Come, children,” said Reb Zundel. “I want you all to come 
here.” 

The children called their friends. Soon, all fifty-eight children 
of the home were settled near Reb Zundel in the dining room, 
full of curiosity. Reb Zundel looked at the fifty-eight pairs of 
eyes staring up at him, and he felt a sudden deep humility and 
Gratitude to Hashem. 

“Close your eyes, children,” said Reb Zundel, “and hold out 
your hands.” And as each child scrunched his eyes tightly, Reb 
Zundel walked around the room and placed a small wrist watch 
in each child’s outstretched little hands. 

The children opened their eyes. “A watch!” “A watch!” 

A chorus of shouting and laughter rippled across the room 
like shimmering waves in a lake. 

“T've never had a watch before!” said one boy in wonder. 

“ve never had anything so beautiful,” said another with 
wondrous delight. 

“Can we keep it?” asked a small Girl. 

“Yes, children, you may each keep your gift.” 

A small boy with hair falling into his eyes asked shyly, “Mr. 
Rubin, are you an angel from Heaven?” 

Reb Zundel picked up the little, thin boy and placed him on 
his lap. “No,” he said softly, “I’m not an angel. | just want to 
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give each of you a present. It is my wedding present to you. 
Because my daughter is getting married today, I want you all to 
share and feel some of the happiness I feel today.” 

The thin boy on his lap placed his small arms around Reb 
Zundel’s neck and hugged him. “I still think you’re an angel 
from Heaven.” Reb Zundel felt choked with tears. 

“Thank you!” “Thank you!” called one child after another 
with intense pleasure. 

The room became a vessel of merriment and rejoicing. Reb 
Zundel watched the scene through a veil of tears. He kissed the 
small, thin boy on his cheek and got up to leave. 

At the doorway, he stopped and looked back at the liveliness 
in the room. The excited laughter of the children joined him in 
his celebration. It was now their simchah too. 

Now, his simchah was complete. His own private simchah on 
earth was so great, it seemed to stretch and spread and grow till 
the very heavens became a chupah covering him in a shelter of 
pure happiness. 
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The Gang Leader 






ay > he lump in Heshy’s throat spread tight and 


@} hard as a fist. The boy standing on the 
pavement loomed over him. 

Heshy recognized him. He was the leader of 

fee the Hooper Street Gang. He was tall and solid 
looking with a large scar across his cheek. Heshy could see the 
threat in his dangerous smile and the way his eyes slid around 
as if looking for prey. . 

He pushed Heshy a second time. Heshy swallowed hard and 
his voice came out thin and wavering, “You big bully!” 

“Come on, why don’t you fight like a man,” the boy sneered, 
“so I can pound you into a pulp.” 

But then, out of the corner of his eye, Heshy saw Yossi 
walking quickly toward them. 

Baruch Hashem, thought Heshy. Yossi’s tough; he’ll get me 
out of this mess. But as Yossi reached them, Heshy was startled 
as Yossi gripped his arm and pulled him away quickly. 

“Move fast,” he said quietly but firmly, as the gang leader 
yelled insulting remarks at them. 

After a few blocks, Heshy checked and saw that they were 
not being followed. 

“I don’t get it,” he said to Yossi. “Why didn’t you fight him? 
You're bigger than he is. I bet you could have won the fight. 
Now he is going to think we’re cowards.” 
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“What he thinks is not important to me,” Yossi said. He was 
a lot older than Heshy. 

“But he pushed me,” Heshy protested. 

“So? You'll live!” 

“You mean we're just going to ignore him and let him get 
away with it?” Heshy asked. 

Yossi stopped and stared at Heshy. “Look, Heshy,” Yossi 
said, “nobody gets away with anything in this world. You seem 
to think it’s in your power to change that guy from a bully into 
a nice guy. Well, you can’t and that’s that.” 

“I don’t want to change him. I just want to pay him back, to 
teach him a lesson, to give him what he deserves.” 

“That’s not your job either,” Yossi said. “He’ll get what he 
deserves. It’s up to Hashem, not up to you.” 

“But I don’t want him to think we’re cowards . . . 

“Who cares what he thinks? It’s what he does that matters. 
And your job is to protect yourself. And you do that by keeping 
out of his way.” 

“But that means taking a different bus route home,” Heshy 
complained. “and it’s two blocks out of my way.” 

“So,” Yossi asked, “would you rather get beaten up or go 
two blocks out of your way?” 

Heshy frowned. “Look, Heshy!” Yossi put his hand on his 
shoulder. “If you feel confident and sure of yourself, it doesn’t 
matter what some small fry thinks about you. We have our 
Torah. We have Hashem. What could make us more proud 
than that? We don’t have to prove ourselves to anyone, and 
beating up somebody certainly doesn’t prove that you’re a 
better person than he is.” 

“It proves I’m stronger.” 


”? 
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“That’s not the kind of strength a Jew needs to have. It takes 
a lot more strength to walk away from a fight than to fight. 
Strength over our actions shows much more power than 
physical muscle strength.” 

Yossi smiled. “Right. It’s never been a Jew’s way to solve his 
problems with muscle. A Yid’s strength is in his knowledge that 
Hashem is with him.” 

Later that day, while Heshy was shopping, he came face to 
face again with the Hooper Street Gang Leader. The husky boy 
bumped into Heshy, making him stumble. Then he whirled 
around, his shoulders hunched, his fists clenched. “You want 
to fight, or be a mouse?” he hissed. 

Suddenly a hot flash of anger blinded Heshy. Without think- 
ing he stuck his foot out and gave a hard kick. Before he real- 
ized what he was doing, he ran faster than he had ever run, and 
heard behind him, “You better watch out! I'll get you for this!” 

Heshy ran till his sides hurt, but he was safe at home. He felt 
good. He had gotten back at that big bully. Now he knows what 
it feels like, he thought smugly. 

It wasn’t until the next afternoon on the bus ride home that 
Heshy realized his mistake. His stop was approaching. Heshy 
put his books in order. He pulled the bell and started to step 
down when suddenly he shrank back and gasped in fear. 

There on the sidewalk stood the Gang Leader waiting for him 
with three other boys who looked as mean as he. Heshy looked 
back at the other passengers. There was nobody he could turn 
to for help. 

You use your brains .. . not your muscles . . . It takes more 
strength to walk away from a fight . . . a Yid’s strength is in the 
knowledge that Hashem is with him . . 
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“Oh, please, Hashem, oh please, please help me.” Heshy 
closed his eyes and continued his silent plea as the bus 
continued on its way. 

When Heshy opened his eyes he saw with astonishment that 
he was past his stop. The boys were nowhere in sight. Heshy 
slowly trudged off the bus and began the walk home taking a 
longer route than usual. He came home tired and gloomy. 

That night Heshy lay in his bed worrying. What was he going 
to do tomorrow? Or the day after, for that matter? That guy was 
after him. He realized that now. Because he had acted out of 
haste, without thinking of the consequences of his actions, he 
was suffering for it now. The Gang Leader wouldn’t let him get 
away with what he had done. He wanted revenge and he was 
going to make sure to get it. 

Heshy cried in his pillow. “Hashem, You are the One Who 
takes care of the world and everyone in it. Please take care of 
me right now. Don't let that mean Hooper Street Gang Leader 
hurt me, please!” 

Heshy took out a Tehillim and began davening. The words 
calmed him, but when he slept it was a restless sleep. 

He dreamed he was on top of a bus fighting snakes with a 
sneaker. Each time he hit a snake, it grew another head. He 
finally jumped off the bus into a field of mice. They scattered 
away in all directions and Heshy woke up in a cold sweat. 

The next morning Heshy’s mother looked concerned. “Is 
anything wrong, Heshy? You don’t look good,” she asked. 
“Are you coming down with something?” 

“T'm all right, Ma, just tired.” Then he had an idea. 

“Hey, Mom, don’t you think it’s time we moved?” 

His mother looked at him as if she hadn’t heard right. 
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“Move? Whatever for?” 

“Well,” Heshy hesitated. “We’ve been here for twelve years 
already and you're always saying how nice it would be to live in 
the country where it’s so nice and quiet and peaceful. Well, I 
was just thinking right now would be a good time to move. It’s 
almost Pesach and then you could clean . . .” 

His mother laughed. “Heshy, I never know what you are 
going to come up with next.” 

“Yeah,” said Heshy quietly. “I know. Sometimes I don’t 
either.” 

On the way to school, Heshy kept looking behind him to see 
if anybody was following him. He found it hard to concentrate 
in class. 

“Heshy,” his Rebbe asked, “you don’t look good. Are you all 
right?” 

Don’t look good?! Wait till Rebbe sees me tomorrow, Heshy 
thought. Then I'll look like someone who just came back from a 
war. 

“Hey, Heshy, wait up,” Chaim called, after school. “What’s 
your hurry?” 

“Oh, no hurry, really,” Heshy said. “Actually, I wouldn’t 
mind staying in school all night tonight.” 

“Why? What’s wrong?” Chaim asked. Heshy told Chaim 
what had happened. 

“You mean that big guy with a scar across his cheek?” 

“Yeah, that’s him,” Heshy said. “He’s the leader of the 
Hooper Street Gang.” 

“Oh, him.” Chaim shrugged him off as if he were a ike. ONC 
don’t have to worry about him. He won’t bother you anymore.” 

“What do you mean?” Heshy asked. 


56 / Dov Dov and the Last Coin and Other Stories 


“Didn't you know?” Chaim said. “They sent him away last 
night.” 

Heshy was puzzled. “Sent him away? Who? Where? When? 
What are you talking about?” 

“That guy!” explained Chaim. “He and his gang were caught 
playing with fire at Bright Mills Shopping Center. It wasn’t their 
first warning and finally last night they were all taken away.” 

“Where to?” Heshy was shocked. 

“I’m not exactly sure but I heard it’s to a special kind of school 
where boys like them belong.” 

Heshy felt relief wash over him like a cool breeze. 

“Come on, Chaim,” he challenged, “T’ll race you to the bus 
stop.” And the boys sped down the street, their tzitzis flying 
behind them. 
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Dov Dov and the Night of the Kokosh 


jhe thunder and lightning woke Dov Dov up. 
Crash! Boom! Again and again. He sat up in 





Co Pas Dov Dov got up and walked out of his room. 
He crept quietly down the steps. They creaked and groaned 
under his weight. Dov Dov shivered. He felt his way in the dark 
tiptoeing and shivering. The kitchen floor was cold under his 
bare feet. 

Crack! Boom! What a night! His fingers swept the wall until 
he found the switch in the dark and opened the lights. 

“Who’s there?” a voice spoke. 

Dov Dov jumped. “Who’s there?” he squeaked back. 

“It's me — Mommy. What are you doing Upc 

“Oh, Mom, you scared me. I couldn’t sleep so | came down. 
What are you doing up? It’s 2:00 in the morning.” 

“I also couldn’t sleep. It seems to be a night of sleeplessness. 
Come, I'll fix you a glass of hot cocoa.” 

Dov Dov sat down. He felt cozy and secure sitting around the 
table watching his mother at the stove, humming a song. 

“Who goes here?” boomed a deep voice. Dov Dov and his 
mother both jumped. Dov Dov’s father walked into the kitchen 
laughing. 

“A midnight party,” he teased, “and nobody even invited 
me. I guess I won’t ask you what you’re doing up.” 

“Isn’t it a little bit past your bedtime?” he asked as he 
punched him affectionately. 
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“The thunder woke me and I couldn’t fall back asleep,” Dov 
Dov explained. 

“Ditto here,” said his mother, putting up another glass of hot 
cocoa for his father. 

“Well, since three is already company, let me bring out my 
Shabbos leftover cake, the kokosh cake.” Dov Dov’s mouth 
watered. Nobody made kokosh cake like his mother. 

“Wait a minute,” said Dov Dov’s father. “If we are going to act 
like it’s Shavuos night, let’s do it right.” 

“What do you mean?” asked Dov Dov, following his father 
out of the kitchen. 

His father went to the bookcase, took out a Gemara and 
handed a Chumash to Dov Dov. This was exciting. Just like 
Shavuos night. Only it wasn’t Shavuos night. 

He followed his father to the dining room table. He opened his 
Chumash and began learning. 

Dov Dov’s mother set the table with the kokosh cake and 
cocoa. Then she settled down in her favorite reclining chair with 
her worn Tehillim. 

The hum of learning and davening mingled with the thunder 
and rain patter filled Dov Dov with a sense of peace and 
well-being. 

Suddenly there was a knock on the front door. 

“Who could be knocking now at this unearthly hour?” asked 
Dov Dov’s father. 

The knocking was quiet but persistent. 

“Tl get it,” said all three of them at the same time and they all 
walked together, hesitantly, to the front door. 

“Who’s there?” asked Dov Dov’s father. 

CRASH! BOOM! The thunder drowned out the muffled reply. 
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(BOOM) key .. . so that’s why... .” 

They couldn't hear the rest. 

Dov Dov’s father opened the door and they were face to face 
with a very drenched man, his grey beard dripping on his jacket. 

“Come in, Reb Yid,” said Dov Dov’s father as he helped the 
man take off his wet jacket and hat and handed him a dry 
yarmulka. 

“Thank you. Thank you.” The man collapsed in a chair. “I 
just arrived in town this morning. I’m collecting money for a 
yeshivah in Eretz Yisrael. I lost my key to the house where I’m 
staying. I didn’t know what to do. I don’t know anyone in town. 
I've been walking back and forth for hours.” 

He sighed and looked around at the cheery surroundings. 

“Then, I saw your light and the mezuzah on the door, so. . 

“.. so we’re lucky to have you,” said Dov Dov’s mother. 
“T’ll make you some tea.” 

The man rubbed his hands together to warm them. “Baruch 
Hashem. What good luck to find such a family.” 

“And just in time for kokosh cake,” said Dov Dov. What an 
interesting night this was turning out to be. 

The soft lights of the ceiling fixture cast its hazy glow on Dov 
Dov. Beneath his fingers, the pages of the Chumash were cool 
and smooth. The cocoa warmed him as he smelled the rich 
yeasty aroma of the kokosh cake on the table. He listened to his 
father learning, his mother whispering Tehillim, the guest 
sipping his tea, and he felt at peace with the world. 

If only this night could last forever. He felt a delicious warmth 
tingling on his chest and stomach, a feeling of warmth, love and 
belonging. 
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How lucky he was to be a Jew, to be part of his family, to be 
himself, Dov Dov. He learned Chumash as he had never 
learned before. 

After a while his eyes grew heavy. 

“IT say we call it a night,” said his father. 

Dov Dov’s mother fixed up the guest room for the guest and 
then they all went upstairs. 

Dov Dov lay in his bed sleepily. The thunder had stopped. 
Only the soft patter of rain drummed against the window lulling 
him into a peaceful sleep. 

The next thing he knew, it was morning and the sun shone 
brightly through his window. Was it a dream? 

Someone was yelling in the kitchen. He rushed down. It was 
Faigy, his little sister. 

“Look! Someone came into our house in the middle of the 
night and made a party.” She was very excited. She pointed to 
the table. “They ate up all our kokosh cake, drank milk and 
made a mess. Aren’t we going to call the police or something?” 

“There was no damage done. Why should we call the 
police?” asked Dov Dov. 

“No damage done? They ate up all our kokosh!” Faigy was 
indignant. Dov Dov laughed and told Faigy what had 
happened. 

“A party! And I missed it. A Torah party in the middle of the 
night. Why didn’t anybody wake me?” Dov Dov’s mother went 
to the refrigerator. “I saved you a piece of kokosh, Faigy. 
Here!” 

Dov Dov looked at the cake and knew he would never forget 
the Night of the Kokosh. 
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Glossary 


All words are Hebrew unless otherwise noted. 


Baruch Hashem — Thank G-d 

beis midrash — study hall 

chasan — bridegroom 

cheder — elementary level Torah 
school 

chesed — kindness 

Chumash — the Five Books of Moses, 
or a volume thereof 

chupah — marriage canopy 

daven (Yiddish) — pray 


eishes chayil — dedicated Jewish wife 

Eretz Yisrael — Israel 

gemara — Talmud, or a volume , 
thereof 

Hashem — G-d 


kichlach (Yiddish) — cookies 

kishka (Yiddish) — stuffing 

loshon hara — evil speech, gossip 

lulay — palm branch used on Succos 

mazel tov — Congratulations 

midos — character traits 

mitzvah (pl. mitzvos) — Torah com- 
mandment 

rebbe — teacher 

Ribono shel Olam — Master of the 
World 

sefarim — holy books 

sefer Torah — Torah scroll 

Shabbos — the Sabbath 

Shavuos — Festival commemorating 
Giving of the Torah, when it is 
customary to remain awake all 
night studying Torah 

Shema Yisrael — Jews’ declaration of 
faith recited at morning and 


evening services (Hear O Israel, 
Hashem is our G-d) 

sheva berachos — seven blessings 
recited at wedding ceremony and 
at festive meals for one week 
following the wedding 


shmiras halashon — guarding one’s 
speech 

Shmos — the book of Exodus 

shnapps — liquor 


shofar — ram’s horn blown on Rosh 
Hashanah 

simchah — joy, joyous occassion 

siyum — conclusion of the study of a 
portion of Scripture or Talmud; 
celebration thereof 


sponga — Israeli method of floor- 
washing using water and a 
squeege 

succah — booth in which Jews are 
commanded to dwell during Suc- 
cos holiday 


Tatty (Yiddish) — Daddy 

talmid chacham — Torah scholar 

tefillin — phylacteries 

Tehillim — Psalms 

tzitzis — fringed garment worn in 
fulfillment of Torah command- 
ment 

yeshiva (pl. yeshivos) — academy of 
Torah study 

Yid (pl. Yidin) — Jew 

Yom Tov — holiday 

Zaidy (Yiddish) — grandfather 

zeeskeit (Yiddish) — sweetie 
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